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Ner/a 


A wash  of  apricot  high  on  a ledge 
Shoulders  wrapped  by  an  cerulean  arm 
Closer,  more  colors  intense  and  brilliant 
Disguising  the  poverty 
Turn  your  head  to  the  pretty  things 

The  sky  and  sea  are  punctured  with  red,  tangerine  and  lime 

of  kites  and  sails;  awnings  and  swimwear 

The  spectrum's  own  Flamenco 

Thank  the  seabreeze  for  blowing  away 

the  grime  and  dust 

Settling  at  the  foot  of  the  mountains 

Red-hot,  Latin  boys  chase 

goldbronze  Euro-girls 

A splash  of  the  Mediterranean  fills  in 

their  footprints — stop  running! 

Look  across  and  see  the  black  band 
on  the  horizon.  Africa. 

As  near  as  I shall  ever  see  it. 

Bound  to  the  present  and 
blending  into  the  shade  of  this 
Cliff  town — a proud  chin  jutting 
out  of  the  face  of  Spain. 

Traci  D urfee 
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The  Trap 


Over  the  years  the  small  logging  town  of 
Trapper,  Maine  has  been  building  a wall  around 
its  inhabitants.  Population-wise  Trapper  is 
small  but  those  who  live  there  are  surrounded 
by  thousands  of  acres  of  wooded  land.  Its 
logging  industry  keeps  them  from  knowing 
anything  else. 

Myriam  Wilson  and  her  son,  Nathan,  live 
in  an  apartment  complex  at  the  end  of  a long 
dirt  road.  The  road  connects  their  apartment 
directly  with  Nathan's  high  school  and  Nathan's 
school  directly  with  the  Trapper  County  Paper 
and  Lumber  Mills  where  98%  of  the  high  school 
graduates  in  Trapper  will  work  for  the  rest  of 
their  lives.  This  is  the  way  things  have  been  in 
Trapper  for  over  a century  now  and  for  Myriam 
Wilson  that  is  just  fine. 

Myriam  Wilson  is  in  her  mid-forties  and 
has  been  working  as  a bookkeeper  in  the  payroll 
department  at  the  paper  mill  since  she  gradu- 
ated from  Trapper  High  in  1963.  She's  an 
attractive  woman  with  hazel  eyes  and  beautiful 
auburn  hair  that  would  look  even  better  if  she 
would  just  wear  it  down  instead  of  tied  up  so 
tight  that  you'd  swear  her  face  was  being 
stretched.  Everything  about  Myriam  Wilson  is 
cramped  and  contained.  Just  looking  at  the 
woman  makes  one  feel  uncomfortable.  Liking 
her  life  the  way  it  is  and  rejecting  anything  that 
might  change  it,  Myriam's  view  of  the  world 
outside  is  derived  from  what  she  sees  on  the 
nightly  newscast  and  those  undercover  cop 
shows.  Her  fear  of  the  outside  world  is  what 
had  ultimately  cost  her  the  marriage  between 
herself  and  Nathan's  father  who  left  the  mills  in 


'83  to  pursue  a career  in  architecture.  The  world 
beyond  the  Trapper  County  line  scares  the  hell 
out  of  Myriam  Wilson  and  if  she  has  her  own 
way  Nathan  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  it. 

She  is  concerned  for  Nathan  but  she  is  also 
concerned  for  herself  in  that  she  might  be  in 
danger  of  being  left  completely  alone. 

Nathan  Wilson  is  seventeen  years  old 
and  in  his  third  year  at  Trapper  High.  He's  an 
even  six  feet  tall  with  short  blond  hair.  Al- 
though a little  too  skinny  and  maybe  a little 
goofy  looking,  Nathan  isn't  the  type  that  you 
can  place  in  any  one  category.  He  isn't  a nerd  or 
a jock  or  even  all  that  popular.  Nathan  is  the 
kind  of  kid  that  goes  through  life  pretty  much 
unnoticed  until  someone  comes  to  him  with  a 
problem  or  is  just  feeling  bad.  Then  Nathan  has 
a way  of  showing  people  alternatives  to  their 
situations  and  making  them  feel  better  about  it, 
more  optimistic.  He  does  this  and  then  melts 
back  into  the  shadows  where  people  don't  really 
notice  him,  but  if  they  need  him,  they  know 
where  to  look.  Unlike  many  other  kids  his  age, 
Nathan  Wilson  knows  what  he  wants  to  do  with 
his  life  but  he  feels  a sense  of  loyalty  to  the 
town,  its  mill  industry  and  most  of  all  to  his 
mother.  Nathan  wants  to  be  an  art  therapist  and 
help  people  work  through  their  problems 
through  their  own  creativity  but  is  constantly 
being  discouraged  by  his  mother  in  pursuing 
this  goal.  "Do  you  know  how  much  tuition  is 
for  those  fancy  shmancy  schools?"  she  would 
ask.  Other  times  Nathan  would  show  her  some 
of  his  artwork  in  hopes  that  she  would  see  his 
potential  and  encourage  him.  She  wouldn't. 
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"Why  is  that  man's  eye  where  his  ear's  sup- 
posed to  be?"  she'd  ask,  sounding  a little 
irritated  by  one  of  Nathan's  pen  and  ink  draw- 
ings. Before  Nathan  could  finish  explaining  the 
concept  of  the  abstract  drawing,  his  mother 
would  add,  "Well,  I don't  know  anything  about 
that  but  from  where  I'm  standing, 
that...man... looks.. .deformed,"  poking  her  finger 
at  it  each  time  to  emphasize  the  last  few  words 
of  her  remark.  Nathan  went  unnoticed  for  his 
talent  by  nearly  everyone  in  town  except  for 
maybe  an  art  teacher  here  and  there,  and  even 
they  were  geared  toward  discouraging  goals 
such  as  Nathan's  in  order  to  prepare  their 
students  for  work  in  the  mill.  He  went  unno- 
ticed, that  is,  until  he  met  his  best  friend,  Billy 
Collins. 

Billy  is  a couple  years  older  than  Nathan 
but  they're  in  the  same  grade.  In  a town  where 
the  "lumber  jack-look"  has  been  in  style  since 
the  invention  of  trees,  Billy  sticks  out  like  a sore 
thumb.  Billy  is  about  the  same  height  as  Nathan 
but  that  is  where  the  similarities  end.  Billy's 
hair,  red  and  slightly  longer  than  Nathan's,  is 
done  up  in  dangerous  looking  spikes  that 
appear  so  sharp  that  a simple  head-butt  from 
this  boy  could  prove  to  be  fatal.  A gold  loop 
earring  approximately  two  inches  in  diameter 
hangs  from  his  left  earlobe.  These  things  are 
always  the  same  about  Billy  but  how  Billy 
dresses  changes  from  day  to  day.  One  day  he'll 
be  dressed  in  full  military  fatigues  and  the  next 
day  when  all  the  hopeful  rumors  have  gotten 
around  about  him  joining  the  Army,  he'd  come 
into  school  wearing  a suit  and  tie  and  even 
wearing  a pair  of  glasses  to  complete  the  effect. 
Billy  is  a madman,  and  Nathan's  mother  is  so 
incredibly  sane  that  between  the  two  of  them 
they  have  kept  Nathan  fairly  normal  through  his 


teenage  years.  Billy's  family  moved  to  Trapper 
four  years  ago  from  Boston  and  has  lived  in 
various  other  cities  and  towns  on  the  North 
Shore  of  Massachusetts.  Billy  has  seen  the 
outside  world  and  he  knows  the  realities  of 
Myriam  Wilson's  vision,  but  he  also  knows  that 
her  view  devours  too  much  of  the  world  and 
leaves  no  room  for  anything  good.  Billy  sees 
Nathan's  potential  and  also  his  mother's  refusal 
to  see  it.  Nathan's  at  a point  in  his  life  where  his 
dreams  are  beginning  to  seem  impossible.  The 
wall  that  his  mother  has  built  around  herself  is 
now  holding  him  in  as  well,  and  the  door  to  the 
outside  appears  to  be  locked. 

Billy  stuck  the  pin  into  the  keyhole  a little 
further  and  then  turned  it  using  the  axis  of  his 
whole  body.  The  lock  clicked  and  then  snapped 
open.  Billy  stood  back  smiling  with  his  arms 
crossed,  triumphant.  Nathan  was  amazed.  He 
looked  at  Billy  all  wide-eyed  and  laughed, 

"How  did  you  do  that?"  sounding  a little 
irritated  that  the  expensive  lock  he  bought  for 
his  school  locker  was  so  easily  cracked.  "That 
was  amazing.  Can  you  show  me?"  he  added. 

"Hey  look,"  said  Billy,  "if  I go  showin' 
everybody  my  tricks,  then  when  I do  'em  it 
won’t  seem  very  amazing,  now  will  it?" 

"No,  I guess  not,"  mumbled  Nathan. 

"No,  I guess  not,"  mock-mumbled  Billy. 
"Now  get  your  stinkin'  coat  and  put  your  egg- 
headed books  away.  You  and  me  ain't  goin'  to 
anymore  classes  today." 

"Why  not?"  asked  Nathan  who  sounded 
concerned  about  getting  caught. 

"Because  asshole,  I want  to  show  you  a 
better  place.  A place  where  you  can  be  amazing 
all  by  yourself,"  answered  Billy.  "So  let's  go. 

You  have  an  eleven  o'clock  appointment  with 
some  fancy  pants  guy  down  at  the  art  college 
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and  if  we  leave  now,  we'll  miss  all  the  shitty 
traffic  into  the  city." 

Nathan  was  speechless.  He  had  told 
Billy  on  occasion,  what  he  wanted  to  do  with  his 
life  but  had  never  expected  him  to  take  that 
much  interest  in  it.  Although  feeling  unsure 
about  it  and  maybe  a little  scared  also,  Nathan 
left  the  school  with  Billy  leading  the  way,  both 
of  them  ignoring  the  remainder  of  their  classes. 

Nathan  was  very  impressed  with  the 
school  that  Billy  had  arranged  for  him  to  visit. 
While  Nathan  talked  with  instructors  and 
students  and  took  a tour  of  the  facilities,  Billy 
wandered  around  the  campus  harassing  girls 
that  wouldn't  give  him  their  phone  numbers. 
When  they  were  both  through,  they  left  the 


college  and  arrived  home  at  their  usual  time  and 
thus  avoided  any  suspicion. 

The  following  day  everything  was  going 
the  same  as  it  always  did  on  Friday  mornings  at 
the  Wilson's.  Nathan  and  his  mother  were 
sitting  at  the  kitchen  table,  Nathan  eating  the 
same  breakfast  of  eggs  and  sausage  that  his 
mother  always  fixes  for  him  on  Fridays,  and  his 
mother  reading  the  morning  paper  being  sure  to 
point  out  the  most  disturbing  news  about  city 
life  and  places  other  than  Trapper.  The  weather 
outside  was  unsettled.  It  was  the  kind  of  day 
that  threatened  change,  and  Myriam  Wilson 
didn't  like  that  one  bit.  'The  forecast  says, 
sunny  with  a high  in  the  low  seventies,  but  the 
thermometer  out  back  is  barely  reading  thirty 
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degrees!  Have  you  looked  outside,  Nathan? 

The  sky  is  black!  I don't  like  it  one  bit."  Speak- 
ing of  things  that  Nathan's  mother  didn't  like, 
Billy  came  through  the  kitchen  door  the  way  he 
always  did  at  this  time.  Without  knocking  or 
announcing  himself,  Billy  headed  straight  for 
the  table,  grabbed  a napkin  and  stuffed  it  in  the 
collar  of  his  shirt  and  began  shoveling  food  onto 
the  plate  that  was  always  set  there  and  reserved 
for  guests.  Billy  would  never  start  talking  until 
he  had  the  maximum  amount  of  food  stuffed  in 
his  mouth.  "Frumpph,  frumph,  frumph, 
pfreee?"  Said  Billy,  with  pieces  of  food  flying 
out  of  his  mouth  and  going  everywhere. 

Nathan,  recognizing  the  familiar  tone  of  Billy's 
voice,  passed  him  the  salt.  Billy  Collins  was  a 
punk  in  the  eyes  of  Myriam  Wilson.  She  saw 
Billy  as  a bad  influence  on  her  son  and  never 
approved  of  her  son's  friendship  with  him.  It 
was  something  that  she  felt  she  had  little  control 
over.  Nathan  was  seventeen  and  he  could 
choose  his  friends  himself,  but  that  didn't  mean 
she  had  to  like  them. 

The  three  of  them  sat  at  the  table  without 
talking  and  then  when  Nathan  was  done  with 
his  breakfast,  he  wiped  a piece  of  egg  out  of  the 
comer  of  his  mouth,  got  up  and  put  his  dish  in 
the  sink.  He  pushed  his  chair  in  and  told  Billy 
with  a threatening  look  on  his  face,  "I  got  to  get 
my  books.  I'll  be  right  down."  Only  Billy  didn't 
take  it  the  way  it  was  said.  Billy  understood  it 
as,  "You  better  be  good  while  I'm  gone,  because  if 
you're  not,  I'll  kill  you."  Nathan  left  but  returned 
after  a few  minutes  to  ask  his  mother  where  he 
might  find  his  gym  bag  because  he  was  going 
nuts  trying  to  find  it.  Then  Billy  Collins  and 
Myriam  Wilson  were  alone.  Billy  was  never  one 
to  take  threats  or  warnings  seriously,  but  he  was 
going  to  try  and  handle  this  situation  a little 


more  carefully.  In  spite  of  that,  as  soon  as 
Nathan  was  out  of  sight,  Billy  started  in  on  his 
friend's  mother.  "Myriam,  can  I ask  you  some- 
thing?" asked  Billy,  who  always  called  Nathan's 
mother  by  her  first  name  because  he  got  great 
pleasure  out  of  the  face  she'd  make  when  he 
did.  It's  the  kind  of  face  that  a baby  makes 
when  it  gets  its  first  taste  of  a dill  pickle  or  when 
you  look  at  something  really  gross. 

"Oh,  go  ahead,  Billy,"  said  Myriam  who 
was  looking  at  him  like  he  was  a dead  raccoon 
out  on  95  that's  been  turned  inside  out  by  a 
logging  truck. 

Seeing  her  face  and  being  satisfied  with  a 
job  well  done,  he  proceeded  to  ask,  "Have  you 
ever  seen  the  movie  "Psycho"?  You  know,  with 
Anthony  Perkins  as  Norman  Bates?  The  old 
one.  Not  the  sequels." 

Mrs.  Wilson's  expression  went  from 
disgust  to  boredom  and  she  replied,  "Yes,  Billy, 
so  what  about  it,"  as  she  tapped  her  fingernails 
on  the  counter  top. 

"Well,  Myriam,"  that  wince  of  disgust 
that  had  just  left  her  face,  returned  as  soon  as  the 
words  were  spoken,  "I  was  just  wondering  what 
you  thought  of  the  movie,"  clarified  Billy. 

"I  don't  know,"  she  said  "It's  just  a 
creepy  movie.  I never  really  liked  it." 

"I  know,  it  was  a creepy  movie,  wasn't 
it?"  agreed  Billy  who  made  one  of  those  gestures 
that  you  make  when  you're  cold  or  when 
something  gives  you  the  willies. 

"Mmmm,"  said  Myriam  not  knowing 
what  to  think  of  this. 

"But  did  you  ever  wonder  why  Norman 
did  all  those  things?  You  know,  killed  all  those 
people  and  got  all  weird  and  stuff."  asked  Billy, 
sounding  like  he  had  no  idea  himself  and  was 
just  wondering. 
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"Well,  I guess  I never  gave  it  much 
thought " she  answered. 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you  why,  Myriam!  It's 
because  Norman  Bates  had  a mother  just  like 
you!"  said  Billy.  Myriam's  face  turned  white 
and  her  mouth  dropped  open  in  a horrified 
gape. 

"That's  right,"  said  Billy  with  his  hands 
held  up  as  if  to  say  "No  offense , Mrs.  Wilson," 
"Mrs.  Bates  never  let  Norman  have  any  fun.  She 
was  always  telling  Norman  that  his  friends  were 
all  dirt  bags  and  the  girlfriends  he'd  bring  home 
were  all  sluts  because  she  doesn't  want  to  lose 
her  son,"  Billy  explained.  "O.K.,"  Billy  admit- 
ted, "Norman  Bates  was  a psycho,  but  how  did 
he  get  that  way?  Do  you  remember  how  his 
mother  turned  out?" 

"I'm  ummm..,"  began  Nathan's 
mother ,who  was  now  crying  but  not  hard.  It 
was  an  understanding  cry.  The  kind  you  cry 
when  someone  is  right  about  something  you've 
done  wrong. 

"She  ended  up  where  she  started  out. 
Sitting  in  that  goddamn  rocking  chair.  All  dead 
and  stuffed,  you  know,  like  all  smelly  and  dirty 
bones  wearing  a wig.  Well,  I tell  ya  Myriam," 
said  Billy,  placing  his  hands  on  her  shoulders 
and  with  an  artificial  sincerity  that  was  just  as 
effective  as  genuine,  added,  "She  wasn't  a 
pretty  sight." 

Then  Billy's  sincerity  changed,  and  it  did 
become  real  and  genuine.  "She  held  Norman 
back  the  same  way  this  town  holds  everyone  in 
it  back.  People  have  been  told  for  so  long  that 
things  are  so  bad  out  there  that  they  are  afraid  to 
leave.  They  think  they  have  no  choice  but  to 
stay.  No  wonder  they  named  this  shithole  of  a 
town  Trapper  'cause  that's  what  it  is,  a 
goddamn  trap."  Billy  stood  there  for  a moment 


just  staring  at  Mrs.  Wilson  and  then  he  contin- 
ued on  with  eyes  all  glossy  and  threatening  to 
cry.  "My  brother  killed  himself  'cause  he  felt 
trapped,  like  there  was  no  way  out.  Hung 
himself.  Thought  it  was  the  only  way." 

Myriam's  hand  went  to  her  mouth  in  a 
reaction  of  shock  from  what  she  had  just  heard. 
"Oh,  God  Billy,  I'm  so  sorry."  she  said  through 
her  trembling  fingers.  Tears  were  streaming 
down  her  cheeks  in  a steady  flow  now. 

"Never  mind,"  said  Billy.  "I  shouldn't 
have  mentioned  it  anyway.  It  had  nothing  to  do 
with  you.  It's  just  that  if  my  brother  had  met 
someone  like  Nathan  that  can  show  people  that 
things  aren't  always  as  bad  as  they  seem...  Well, 
you  know,  I just  think  that  some  of  the  ideas  that 
Nathan  has  are  worth  it.  You  know  what  I 
mean,  Myriam?" 

This  time,  when  Billy  called  Nathan's 
mother  by  her  first  name,  she  didn't  look  at  him 
with  disgust.  Instead,  she  looked  at  him  as  if  he 
was  the  entire  world.  The  whole  world  outside 
that  piece  of  shit  little  town  was  in  that  boy's 
eyes  and  she  wasn't  disgusted  by  it  or  afraid  of 
losing  her  son  to  it.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life, 
Myriam  Wilson  embraced  the  world  in  a great 
hug.  She  and  her  son's  best  friend,  Billy  Collins, 
stood  in  the  center  of  the  kitchen  for  the  longest 
time,  locked  in  that  hug. 

Outside,  the  black  sky  had  opened  up, 
but  instead  of  a torrential  downpour  it  sent  forth 
a flood  of  sunlight  that  made  everything  it 
touched  pleasantly  surprised. 

Bryan  Contino 
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L [felines 


Look  at  me! 

...If  you  can  see  me. 

Your  life  is  here. 

And  mine. 

And  all  those  I've  loved. 

Etched  in  my  memory 

By  the  glacier  of  frozen  dreams. 

Don't  forget  me. 

Your  touch  of  youth  will  soothe 
My  scars; 

Your  laughter 
Light 
My  world. 

Look  at  me! 

...If  you  can  see  me. 

C.  F.  Lutz 
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T wo  Poems  by  Katfiie  O’Neil 


IF alien  Angel 


Knowledge 


And  I'll  say  to  my  child. 
Hold  on  to  your  Self 
Don't  give  it  away 

For  each  one  will  take 

a bit  more 

and  a little  bit  more. 

(all  of  it) 

Til  you  are  left 
in  your  room, 
an  empty  shell. 

And  your  wrinkles  will  tell, 
the  story 
of  you. 

And  how  many  know 
you. 

And  how  many  left 
you. 

Dear  child  for  a while, 
hold  on  to  your  Self. 

Don't  be  left  alone 
like  your  mother. 


You  found  me  here, 
alone  and  standing  still. 
With  your  love 
you  lift  me  to  the  night. 
Now  we  are  as  one. 

I'll  be  there, 
with  you  in  flight. 

And  as  spirits 
we  will  fly. 

We  look  down, 
stopped  by  time. 
Spinning  round  again... 
flowing  down  again... 
We  touch  the  earth, 
and  feel  the  land. 

Again  we  join  as  one. 

We  watch  our  time  pass. 
It  pulls  us  apart. 

We  see  different  skies. 
Mine's  a cloudy  sky. 

You  see  clearly  now. 
Rising  up  again. 

You  search  for  me. 

I hide  behind  the  clouds. 
You  can't  feel  me  now. 
But  I can  hear  your  voice 
calling  out  for  me. 

I fall  down  again. 

No  time  for  saving  me 
Falling  further  down. 

I have  touched  the  earth 
I've  forgotten  how  to  fly. 
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B rent  Dav/s 
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Peg  Ross 


18 


Remember? 


Remember? 

Remember  when? 

We  had  great  dreams 

They  seemed  so  bright,  so  sharp. 

So  strong. 

Remember? 

Remember  when? 

We  were  all  going  to  go  out 

And  change  the  world. 

We  were  going  to  help  end  all  the  fighting... 

(Jerry  wrote  me. 

He  says  Basic's  a bitch. 

But  it  still  beats  unemployment.) 

Or  stop  the  crime  on  the  streets... 

(You  read  in  the  paper  about 

That  bust?  The  cocaine  cops? 

Well,  do  you 

Remember? 

Remember  when? 

I was  going  to  plant  wonderful  gardens 
Outside,  in  die  rain  and  the  sun. 

Now  I work  in  a factory,  breathing  flux  all  day. 
Help  Mike  get  paint  out  of  his  hair  at  night. 
What  happened? 

All  those  dreams... 

So  bright,  so  sharp,  so  strong. 

We  didn't  have  to  let  them 

Completely  disappear. 

We  didn't  have  to  let  them 

All  fade  away 

And  die.  * 

Well,  one  of  them  was  Carl.) 

Open  vegetarian  restaurants  or  wonderful  coffeehouses... 

Jo  Landers 

(Yeah,  Lisa  still  works  at  the  market 

In  the  deli,  slicing  meat. 

She  gave  up  on  the  issue  of  nitrates,  I guess.) 

Or  revive  the  fine  art  of  post  and  beam  building... 

(Mike's  laying  drywall  for  that  contractor 

Part  time  at  night.  He  comes  home  to  me 

Exhausted,  and  covered  in  white  dust.) 

Or  teach  others  how  to  gain  control  in  their  lives... 

(I  know.  Sue  died  last  week 

In  a car  accident.  They  said  she  was  going  at  least  ninety 
When  she  hit  that  curve.  She  must  have  been  fighting  with  Jim  again.) 
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I S till  Hear  Her  Crying 

For  Margaret  ( 1965-1987) 

All  these  bad  emotions 
Negative  energy  to  release 
If  I'm  just  a little  thinner 
All  this  pain  will  cease 

Life's  blows  are  much  too  bitter 
Most  joy  is  just  a lie 
I'll  binge  and  then  I'll  purge 
I guess  until  I die 

The  burden  is  too  great 
I'll  bury  it  with  food 
As  the  tears  begin  to  flow 
I'll  purge  until  renewed 


There  is  no  food  in  the  cupboard 
I eat  most  of  it  you  see 
I'm  thin  because  I purge 
It's  not  the  flu  with  me 

No  one  understands 
This  really  is  a disease 
A gaping  hole  I've  found 
No  amount  of  food  will  appease 

One  last  time  I think  I'll  purge 
Maybe  this  will  do  the  trick 
Just  a little  thinner 
Even  though  I am  so  sick 


If  I'm  just  a little  thinner 
I'll  win  the  love  I crave 
Get  rid  of  all  this  excess  fat 
And  a golden  road  I'll  pave 

My  throat  hurts  every  day  now 
My  teeth  are  wearing  thin 
Mommy,  why  don't  you  hear  me 
Why  do  you  believe  the  tales  I spin 


I felt  my  stomach  rupture 
It's  over  now  I sighed 
I guess  I was  right  for  once 


20 


21 


J on  Madden 


Katfiie  O'Neil 
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Charles  St. 


A shopping  cart  clatters  over  the  littered  sidewalk 
Anonymous  is  making  her  rounds 
Her  empty  stare,  and  beaten  look 
Mirror  the  inhabitants  of  this  lonely  place 

Her  gnarled  fingers  grope  through  the  trash 
Searching  for  something  to  call  her  own 
Laughing  silently,  she  clutches  her  find 
"It's  mine!  It's  mine!"  she  cries 

A fixture  on  this  street,  its  history  lives  in  her 
It  is  luck  run  dry  and  shattered  dreams 
It  is  people  flirting  with  a reality  that  never  plays  fair 
Caught  by  surprise  in  its  iron  grip 

How  many  will  leave  this  place? 

It's  hard  to  escape  what  can't  be  seen 
So  much  better  to  pretend  things  will  change 
It  costs  nothing  to  dream,  but  too  much  to  strive 

Anonymous  is  scorned  and  ignored 

Her  lessons  never  learned 

She  is  their  past,  present  and  future 


A Work  In  Progress 


Forgive  me  for  what  I am  and  how  I look. 
You  see... I am  a work  in  progress. 

Yes,  I have  many  flaws  and  am  incomplete 
But  judge  me  not  on  what  you  see 
Love  me  for  what  I will  be. 


As  a bud  is  not  yet  a flower  in  bloom 
As  a caterpillar  still  in  cocoon 
I need  time  and  nurturing. 

Forgive  me  for  what  1 am  and  how  I look. 

You  see. ..He  designs  with  width,  breadth,  and  center 
Only  He  knows  intent  and  purpose. 

Be  patient,  stay  with  me  to  the  end 
Love  me  for  what  I will  be. 


T racy  Pelletier 


I will  be  a reflection  of  Him 
and  He  will  give  me  a new  name 
and  I will  be  complete. 


Lind  Melendez 
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John  Bishop 
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Nothing  M ore  To  Sat/... 

Once  while  out  driving 
I came  upon 
A most  beautiful  girl 
Walking  down  by  a pond 

She  was  pretty  to  the  eye 
and  soft  to  the  touch 
Without  hesitation 
I thought  I'd  try  my  luck 

This  girl  seemed  so  different 
An  angel  in  every  way 
She  had  just  stolen  my  heart 
there  was  nothing  more  to  say 

Our  love  for  each  other  blossomed 
Like  a flower  in  bloom 
Our  dreams  seemed  so  endless 
Never  any  darkness  or  gloom 

Then  entered  her  an  evil 
An  evil  with  such  power 
That  everything  we  dreamed  of 
In  an  instant  turned  sour 

The  things  that  were  said 
The  feelings  that  were  exchanged 
I knew  then  and  there 
It  would  never  be  the  same 


The  laughter  disappeared 
The  remarks  so  bold 
The  love  she  tried  sending 
Was  nothing  but  cold 

And  on  one  snowy  night 
She  sat  me  down  on  the  bed 
Told  me  there  was  nothing  left 
Our  relationship  must  end 

She  said  she  didn't  want  it  this  way 
and  couldn't  believe  what  she  was  doing 
but  she  knew  one  thing  for  sure 
Our  relationship  was  not  worth  pursuing 

I don't  know  what  happened 
I don't  know  what  went  wrong 
She  kept  telling  me  she  loved  me 
and  I believed  her  all  along 

It  was  like  waking  from  a dream 
You  wish  would  last  all  day 
I guess  this  is  it 
there  is  nothing  more  to  say 

Michael  D.  Carrier 
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V 


To  My  Brothers  VJho  Raped  Me 

A reminder,  brothers, 

to  remind  you 

of  those  years  which  I 

will  never  forget, 

those  memories  we  share, 

which  set  my  teeth  to  grinding; 

and  instill  a reverie 

like  desoation. 

I remember  innocence  and 
that  is  so  much  the  worse: 
thoughts  of  happiness 
now  seem  stupid,  sickly-sweet. 

I appreciate  you 
for  my  obsidian  world, 
for  finding  feeling  alive 
only  in  pain. 

Isn't  it  just  like  you 

to  call  my  bitterness  self-pity. 

That  is  your  cover  to  hide  under, 
but  I dwell  here, 

in  this  fused  ruin  of  a smashed  past. 

I have  no  sympathy,  only  anger. 

No  pity  for  anything  except, 


perhaps,  the  helpless- 

that  pity  I abhor; 

that  which  I will  never  be  again. 

I have  no  pity  for  you. 

I've  outgrown  that:  I loathe  you. 

I find  your  scorn, 

your  easy  forgetfulness, 

prods  me  into  hate, 

to  scream  the  reverberating  scream. 

In  my  extremity, 

I am  the  banshee-dervish, 

howling  as  I shake 

in  an  orgy  of  blood  and  bile. 

I stand  rent  and  clenched 
and  I feel  the  void. 

You  want  forgiveness? 

Forgiveness?  To  ease  your  pain? 
You  want  me  to  let  it  lie  quiet? 

I laugh  at  you  with  gritted  teeth, 
tears  and  blood  flowing 
down  strained  and  knotted  flesh. 

I am  made  a creature 
which  cannot  forgive. 
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You  who  were  my  most  terrible  nightmare, 
do  you  know  how  it  feels? 

Do  you  feel  the  dark  seed  of  violation? 

How  does  it  feel  to  know 

there  was  a child,  now  grown  darkly, 

shaking  with  impotent  anger, 

harbouring  the  death  wish 

and  dying  inside? 

Nothing  will  ever  be  enough. 

You'll  never  know,  you  diseased, 
fucking,  filth. 

You  will  never  know. 

I see  you  feel  your  guilt  and, 
it  is  not  enough. 


For  what  you've  done 

I want  you  to  feel 

the  impotent  rage, 

the  hell  of  defenseless  persecution 

the  shame, 

until  you  feel  nothing. 

I want  you  to  feel  it 
down  to  your  very  soul 
for  years  without  end. 

I want  to  see  you  dead. 

I want  to  see  you  live  with  that. 

Anonymous 


Brian  Owens 
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A lan  Kenyon 
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T wenty  Something 


There's  as  much  fear 
as  doubt 

in  what  holds  his  future 
in  shaking  arms 
that  are  strong  like  steel 

Looking  around 

he  asks  questions  and  finds 
he's  in  so  many  ways 
not  unique- 
waiting maybe 

for  2000  to  come 
these  next  10  years 
are  his  life 

He's  twenty  something 
tricky  future  and  no  wife 
it's  been  raining 
since  around  '69 

though  the  sun  is  sometimes  bright 
it  seldom  shines- 

He  jumped  into  a plastic  taxi 

said  make  a right  on  easy  street 
the  driver  couldn't  find  the  road 
he  said  take  any  right 
and  keep  taking  rights 
the  driver  finally 

said  boy,  you're  lost 


He  said- 

I'm  twenty  something 
tricky  future  and  no  wife 
it's  raining  again 
it's  been  raining 
since  around  '69 

though  the  sun  is  sometimes  bright 
it  seldom  shines- 

The  sixties  are  up  to  his  neck 
he  has  his  own  memories 
of  the  Brady's  Saturday  mornings  and  Star  Wars 

His  generation  hasn't  been  skipped 
it's  just  waiting  its  chance 
Live  Aid  and  Woodstock 
didn't  have  the  same  dance 
drugs  looked  so  cool 
but  now  they  say  no 
things  are  complicated  now 
and  he's  got  nothing  to  show 
twenty  something 
as  soon  as  he's  ready 
he'll  start  to  really  go- 

Zachary  Simmons 
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Two  Poems  by  R obintina  Abate 


Untitled 


Death's  Don't  ( cancer ) 


Who  calls  for  me  on  lonely  nights. 

When  in  slumber  I do  lay. 

Who  speaks  my  name  with  grief  and  sorrow. 
And  takes  my  breath  away, 

A somber  voice,  I hear  him  call. 

Amongst  the  winds  of  night, 

A plaintive  wail  as  darkness  fades. 

Into  early  morning  light. 


Don't  talk  now.  I'm  breathing,  but  my  heartbeat 
fades  away. 

Don't  frown  now.  I'm  bleeding,  but  my  blood 
must  spill  today. 

Don't  listen  now.  I'm  screaming,  the  pain  I can't 
control, 

Don't  look  now,  I'm  crying,  I feel  the  end  within 
my  soul. 

Don't  cry  now.  I'm  dreaming  of  the  summer's 
warm  beach  sand. 

Don't  leave  now.  I'm  dying,  and  I need  to  hold 
your  hand. 


J ofm  Bishop 
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Jose  Rosa 
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Christopher  E vans 
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